PATCHWORK                                         "A"
boy? He's not violent, is he?"
"Prison without chains wouldn't be prison in
India/3 said G------. "The boy's got to be impressed,
or he'll never learn. It's quite all right, though.
It's quite usual/'
An old woman in the middle of the court began to
moan, and the boy took up his position in, or
beside, her lap, still standing and smiling rather
charmingly, and, perhaps, a trifle inanely, as these
naive aboriginal inhabitants of this peninsula do
still, after three thousand years of untouchability.
Very dark-skinned, with European features and a
plaintifFdocility,such people,! suppose,are destined
to be the sport of conquerors till the end of time.
The boy looked around him, and presently
recognised me, and his smile broadened sweetly,
and he inclined his head as a shy girl might, who
had been complimented by her employer.
I said "Good morning," for I could think of
nothing else to say, and the boy's greeting seemed to
need an answer. Everybody in the room looked
at me; and then half a dozen of the round-headed
vultures on the long bench in front of us jumped up
together, and said exactly simultaneously: "If it
please you, Mr. Collector-sahib, I appear for this
prisoner."